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" fes, but Bruckner------" he protested.
"He, yes; but not you/* I said, and on the way down through
the wood I tried to make clear to him the radical difference
between his nature and Bruckner's. I could not feel he was at his
best in working up a church choral.
I was touching here on a rift in his being which often went so
deep as to bring him into serious conflict with himself. He was
attracted by Catholic mysticism, an attraction which was en-
couraged by those friends of his youth who changed their names
and were baptized. His love of Catholic mysticism was, however,
entirely his own.
Soon after this our holidays came to an end and we returned to
Vienna. The Fifth was completed and he worked at the fair
copy all through the winter, in this too following an invariable
practice, for his winter programme was as strict as his summer one.
Up at seven, breakfast, work. At nine, to the Opera. Punctually
at one, lunch. His servant telephoned frqm the Opera as soon
as he left, and as soon as Mahler rang the bell on the ground floor,
the soup had to be on the table on the fourth. The door had to
be open to avoid the slightest delay. He stormed through all the
rooms, bursting open unwanted doors like a gale of wind, washed
his hands, and then we sat down to lunch. Afterwards, a brief
pause just as at Maiernigg; and then either a race four times
round the Belvedere or the complete circuit of the Ringstrasse.
Punctually at five, tea. After this he went every day to the Opera
and stayed there during part of the performance. I picked him
up there nearly every day and we hastened home to dinner. If
he was still busy in his office, I sometimes looked in at whatever
opera was on, but never stayed on after he was free. That is
why there are many operas I have seen a part of but never seen to
the end. Now and then he told me the end, adding every time
that I hadn't missed anything, in which, in the case of many
operas, he was perfectly right. They were often more interesting
as torsos. After dinner we sat together on a sofa and talked, or
else I read aloud.
This first winter, of course, I had the birth of my first child to
think of. It took place on the 3rd of November. Owing, as the
doctor said, to the fatigues I had undergone during my pregnancy,
the child had got misplaced, Mahler was not told of this, for fear
of agitating him; but he read it in the faces of the doctor, the nurse
and my mother, and raced through the streets as though frantic.